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| THE 
EPISTLE DEDICATORY 
To the HONOURABLE | 


James Kendal, Eſq; 


._ _.. One of the LORDS of the 
ADMIRALTY: 


HERE ts a ſecret Pleaſure as well as Awe in 
addreſſing to thoſe above ns, we flatter our ſelves 
that from their height we receive ſome addition 
to our own, that we are lite Vapours draivu ap by 
their Influence ; it ſatisfies our Ambition, the moſt 
prevailing Paſſion of the moſt elevated Souls, but 
when, beſides the advantages of Birth and Fortune, they have all the 
powers of the Soul in full Perfettion, its Operations, Harmonious, 
piercing Wit, quick Apprehenſion, unerring Judament, qualified with 
the moſt candid 1 emper inclineing to 0'relook the defetts of their It- 

feriours, all theſe crown'd with the moit engaging graces of an agreeable 
inviting Converſation, then 'our Souls are truly ravithed, "tis then 
we really are what we cannot ' expreſs. How then muſt I be extaſia 
when bleſt with that Eloquence which charm'd the Savaze Indians, 
with Orphean ſtrains infus'd a Soul into the Farbarous World ? 

What greater proof of all your Virtaes, than his Moſt Sacred Majeftyes 
choice of you to repreſent his Royal Perſon in an Iſland which none 
but jou could govern ? Whoſe Inhabit ants are by Nature brave and 

gemerous, but by their unhappy diſtance from our World deprived of 
all advantages by Learninz and Polite Converſe, ſo that they required 
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| The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


a Philoſopher 'as well as Politician for their head.” How wiſely you 
aiſcharg'd that office their Improvements demonſtrate ;- their noble 
fortifications ſpeak you as great 4 Warriour as your judicious Laws 
and prudent Management a Polwacian, and both the mo#t lively Image 
of your Royal Maiter : But what commands at once our Thanks 
and Aamiration, is, that you ,Civiliz'd the People, Grafted good 
Breeding on this unpoliſþt ſtock, Refin'd their Principles i» Ree 
l1gion; Policy and Manners, and by your own moſt Inſtrattive Ex- 
ample made "em indeed Humane : Tou Informi'd the Tenoran', (on- 
firm'd the Wiſe , with your — Behaviour brought over even 
Prejudite, and with « becoming Granaear qurb'd thoſe inſolent Seditiaus 
Spirits whoyy-no. King could govern nor no_ God could pleaſe ; 
this indgga was « Miiter-ſtroke which we. muſt admire without preſuming 
to comprehend, To whom then ſhould my poor Offſpring ſue for Pro- 
refFion but to him in whom all Virtues meet that are Eſſential to a 
Patron ?' You honoured me with your preſence” at its Repreſentation, 
and *twas my ambition it. ſhould be as happy in the Prels 45 upon”the 
Stage, which has drain upon you the ingonvenience of a Dedication ; 
ſo dangerous is it to- countenance 4 young- Poet 'who LL one favour 
builds his pretentions to another : That which mo#t emboldened me 
was thi'preat Eſteem you have ever expreſſed for my Father, this made 
me preſume you would protef# his Son , but T forget while ] be Jour 
Patronage I ſhould alſo beg your Pardon fore attaining Jou; With ſuch 
a trifle from Affairs of the greateft_ moment, aa that I 7111) (MO! perſift 
in my rudeneſs I beg leave to aſſure you,l aw with, all Sincerityg 


SIR, LIE 
Your moſt Humibleand aroft” 
_*.Obedient Serytit, ©" . 


William Walker. 


Know: nothing can better Excuſe my attempt to'Write, 
than that it Sootlyd and Indulg'd my 'Melancholy in my 
Surry Retreat; . Thus, 'bymy:G jag TnftruftH) 1 I be- 
gan; b | 


bt Ee T had Ffhiſhd the Third KEI He ole 
py poſture” of my AtYFOUWRY other Diltfaltions ; ſcon' 
Incapacitated me for fo. preat a Work as. TMgedy ; fo 
that T Abruptly broke off, atid threw it afide; bt, foot Refumed 
iy Task, and. in pony fmniſtfd, the Twa reataining Atts, 
The Whole coft me Three Webks:;* for frich toe to& of FimE” 
-( if the Severer'fbtr (Will have'it fo) Fam Mien Recor! 
- penE'd bythe Kind Reception it met with among thote whom I 
defign'd to pleafe ; which has almoſt made me vain enough to 
imagine, had it been Expoſed in Winter , and in the Favourite 
Houſe, I had ſucceeded beyond my expeRation. 
- - I hear yetofino ObjeRions againſt the Play ; which confirms 
-me in my forme: hopes, that the Criticks would over-look me, as 
below their Conlideration ; and indeed many may be made and 
[ wer hear of *<m, not having the happineſs to be Intimate with 
any of the (.:/:7:4:5, or to Converſe with thoſe that are : They fa- 
tisfic the utmolt of my Ambition, if they but grant , there 1s ain 
Air of Nature ſhines thro' the Play ; and. that I am guilty of no 
Nonſtrous ' bſurdities. What other Imperfettions there are, my 


Age will IS ( _ to favourable [udges excuſe, i 
" Tam blamed Tor luffering my Play to be Ated at the Theaire- 
Royal , accus!d of Fooliſh Preſumption, in ſetting my weak 
Shoulders to Prop this Declining Fabrick, and of atironting the 
. Town, in Favouring whom . they Diſcountenance: Thus 1s a 
heavy « harge, and fuch as'I never dreamt of, nor am able to 
clear my felf from , but by folemnly Profeffing, none of theſe 
Grating Motives induc'd me-to it. It has indeed been my Fate 
to be ſway'd more by Afﬀection than Interelt. 


Gentile Recreati re evel 
qual Freedgm,%. my. : Mt is hard I'alone ſhould be 


Cenſur'd, when I was not without - Precedents, and they with 
ſucceſs too,-tho' they wete Parrots to others, I only to my ſelf: 
I was advis'd to it by ſeveral of my Friends, Men of very good 
Quality , and, F'm ſure, -of more Honour , than to perſwade 
a G no to any thing below him. : — Fr in the 
wrong, I'm not ſo. Opinuaſtre to oppoſe. my ſingle Judgment. to 
tar of the wha, Town, bu ſubmir. 


Cl 


ever 


Jam Obligd tos: Sylwins (tho ugknown ) for his undeſery'd 
Panagerick, which I have Publiſhe, not out &f Vanity, but as 


iſe it, Merits; and I hope will mect with, may temp 
er himſelf, that I'may know my BenefaQor, | 
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$S ſome bold Kypight ( his late Adventure loſt ) 
A With Blows ana Wognas, his Bloody. Fame to boat, 


Leans with Regret ——— 
On the next Oak his yet unyielding Load ; Ry 
But if he hears the Claſh of Arms abrogd, . - 
Starts=——ſhakes his broken Lawmce, and dares the road ; 
Wild as the Forreſt which be leaves, #0 aid _. 
Some Brother Champion, or relievs ſome. Maid ;\ 
$01, my Friend, who late. maintain'd the\Gharms 
Of my lov'd Muſe, now raviſhd from my Arms, 
: Roasd by your Combat, to affiſt you fo: 
To wvain——all Conquer who can Fight like you. 
Go bxavely on inſult thy Gyant Foes 
Slight their huge bulk jt now nia Larger grows: | 
Like Mars you only could this .Earth-born' Rage oppoſe. 
All that they could, they did, this Fame's your own, 
You ſtood the ſhock if Numbers, you alone ; 
And there *tis Coiquet not to E o'rethrown. 
Tho Biggots talk, Arike boldly on, and min, 
Where Wits make War, ſuch fools will. ventare tn. 
Let not rais'a Priae itgroſs.the Poet's hill, 
It has two Tops, one mut be yours —- -at will. 
Unthinking Bad, or for ſome cauſe unknown, 
Rais'd up a Tyrant they can ill pull down. 
And yet great Dryden lives — 
Thus from true Worſhip blinded Pagans af 
Form'd Idol Gods that damw'd them, yet ob:y d. 
 Perſue your courſe,and a loft Stage maintain, 
In Wits wide Empire none fhall Monarch Reign. 
Could any oxe, you muſt all elſe excel, 
So, wery young, you write ſo very well, 


» 


Sylvius. 


Between a « Tragediaj and a (6 0 edian.. 


Trag. Enters. 

Com. Mimicks. / 
What means the fool ? 

To play the fool and pleaſe : 


Com. 


\ 


kc SRETON Otdans't! ” to Wadi e, fy m7 
As murmuring Oceans lad to hag io eaſe. 


Tou bring. 4 a tedious ſimile [0 flat - 
0 }f Oceans, Wints and waves withthe Devil knows nhat 


with Wor ſo Gogh and OY => 


And think to.plexſen 
EI ed 


Why Ta fpe $-4.te 

A ſmutty Yared FR wot ha dibnc takes, 
Whim pleaſes Fools, and Jmurtyneſs the Rakes, 
Nor Rakes, nor Fable, buſineſs is to fear. .' * 
Then faith ; Ad. Str y Ou have no blifi ineſt here. 
To pleaſe the f: Fair, fair us ' jj intended Rule.”.” © 
La that to' 7b; 1 bet can play the Fool. © | 
What ! a buſſip Prologue to deep Tragick fear * 
"Tis new. 

So ut Notes. 

Ns, not AS: 

Wit wht) Vs Wine which before Meals we quaff, 


| To make the Eadys &), frft make "ets laugh. 


Zoons Sir the Poet ſent you here to trick me: 
You and the Poet both are Coxcombs, ſnite me. 
Then may his Play be dane, F RE crave e it. | 
Dor#t ' an. neg” | mY 
Dams it.” niany's ihe wer mo re, IR 
Damn it. WY OL I DOE TTY $4 
Save it, | r ing repeating the lift limp.” 
GL *  BPIKOGURE, 
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Epilogue, 


By the ſame Gentleman , Spoke 
| by Mrs.. Croſs. 


TT O Sing, to Court, to Dreſs, ts Fence, to Dance, , 
RF All draw their Rules from niceties of* France ; 
Oug Author too *cauſe great Molliere did Flay 
Muſt Mimick France, and play the fool to day. 
To write of Love ſo young we hear of few, 
File at Eighteen dares Write and Att it too. 
 *As tothe Hero I cant juitly tell, 
But faith he afts the Lover pretty well, 
His Aﬀicans he makes a Hell of Snow, ? | 
For what Torments 1s moſt we reckon ſo, 
And Cold's the greateſt Plague thoſe Mortals tzor 
He ſays he for-my ſake this Play decreed, 
Then I for his (ake beg it may ſucceed. 
Since then this Inſetts by my Influexce bred 
Deſtroy it not &re the third Entry's made, 
My Deity muſt bend to an Ignoble Fate, 
Unleſs I can Preſerve what I Create. 
But if you ſhould, I make no curſe but this, | 


May your dear Love- Intriegues go all amiſs, 
the Mer be hot as our Hell, the Lady's cold as his 


2 SONG 


Page 11, 


SON G. 
Sung by Mrs. CROSS. 


Yrtillo Dead, and I a Slave ! 
z What Sorrow can ſuffice ? 
Maaizeſs aſſiſt a Wretch to rave, . 
And Fountains fill my Eyes. 
But, ah ! what Pomp of Woe can prove, 
The juſt Endearments of our Love ? © 


L b 


One Soul our Boajes did encloſe, 

One Tomb ſhall hold our Du#t : 
He periſht by relentleſs Foes, 

IT follow, to be Juſt. - 
For, ah ! no Pangs ; or pompous ws 


Can — him back, or me Relie 


ITI, 


His Lips, thoſe wither'd Roſes now, 
Pl kiſs again to Life ; 

And ſacred keep my Nu uptial Low, 
Or dye, and end the Sirife, 

For, ah ! what fighins Notes can 
Myrtillo's Punk or Sylvia's Woe? ? 


Printed 


Printed and Sold by Ralph Smith, at the 
Bible under the Royal Exchanze. 


Ymens Preludia ; or, Loves Maſter- 

prece ; being that ſo much Admired 
Romance , Intituled, Cleopatra, in Twelve 
Parts ; Elegantly Render in Exh by 
Robert Loveday, 


The Humorous Lieutenant ; or, The Ge- 
| nerons Enemies, A Comedy, 
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Jamoan. 
Barnagaſſo. 
Zanhaga. 
Barſiloa. 
Dafils. 
Myarabou. 


Laraian. 


DRAMATIS PERSON A. 


MEN. 
Emperour of Tombur, 
King of Gualata, 


Uncle to the Emperour, 


His Son, the Gemeral, 


- His Second Son, a Youth, 


Prieft of the Sun. 


WOMEN. 


An European Shipwrack'd, Mrs. Cro/-. 
an. Infant at.Gualats, 


Officer, Gnard, Muſicians, Spi- 
rits, QC. 


SCEMN E the Banze, or Pallace of Tombit. 
Time, the ſame with that of the Repreſentation. 


(1) 


LD — 


ACT 'L'SCENE I. 
Enter Zanhaga and Dafila, 


28. Ell Dafila, How do you like the Charge 
The King, my Nephew; has preferr'd you to? 
How fares the Beauteous Captive ? Say my Son. 
Daf. Deat to all Joys but thoſe ſhe finds in Love; 
Whole Crowds of Courtiers ſnarling, gaze upon me, 
And Whiſpering,, Curſe the Partial Emperour ; 
Then ſwelling; call me Awkward Boy, 'and with 
Their angry Brows threaten: to foyl my Youth, 
Z4n. Your Innocence, my Child, which moy'd him to 
Repoſe this Truſt in you, will keep you ſafe. 
Pat. Like new-fledg d Birds, untaught to flye, I ſtrive, 
And fain would bear me through the yielding Air ; 
I leap but feartully from Shrub to Shrub, 
Nor dare I tit the Unknown Heav'n ; Father, 
You muſt dice-t my early Flights; take, take 
Me on your Wing, and teach me how to beat 
Secure in this uncertain Wav'ring Air. 
Z4n, Whar ſhall I teach thee, fay my Dafila ? 
Daf. Since then the King can deign to look on me, 
Thac I may. nor diſgrace his I rutt too far, 
As my poor Ignorance, unus'd to Courts, 
Muſt nceds, unleſs you help; tell me, for I 
Have nouglt diſtinctly heard, clear my dark thoughts, 
Relate the ſource, and progrets of theie Wars, 
W hat could induce our Mighty Empc: »ur 
To War upon Gualata's .King, whom Fame 
Reports as Bounteous as a God ? * 
Zan. *T was Love ſeduced our Monarchs heart, 
The ſtrongeſt paſſon, and the weakeſt too : 
There was an intant ShipwrecK'd :t Gaalata, 
So wondrous fair , our 4frice tood amaz'd ; | 
'B | Aﬀrick, 


4,” 
Africk, fo us'd to Wonders, gaz'd at this; 

Our Maſter, grown in Love, diſpatch't an Embaſſ 
Of their, Old King, 'St2egs, then alive, 
Demanding her, he was deny*d;, her heart 

Was to young Barnagaſſo deep engag'd, 

Who then reſided there; the King not wont 
'To be refus'd, Swore to revenge th* Aﬀront ; 
Yet Cunning in his Rage, hid his Deſigas, 

And, like a Serpent, circled in his Head, 

Where ery Paſſion as in Councel fate 

In the deepeſt center ;” but ſoon fally'd forth, 
And as ſhe paſY&d by Tombs Frontiers to her Lord, 


 Surpriz?d this Fair, who ſince in Tombu Mourns. 


Daf. How did young Baernagaſſo. brook this Rape ? 
z2 His grief deny'd the _ Outlet, t 
Like Waters pent in w Caverns ſhook, - 
His Frame, then with an Earthquakes force, 
Tore wide its narrow bounds, and burſt the' c2cluge forth 
With which o'rewhelm'd , amidſt his Guards 
Thrice the brave Heroe ſunk ; but ſoon he roſe, 
For rallying Reaſon wip'd the Woman from his eyes, 
And bold Revenge alone his thoughts employ'd. 
Def. For Imur'd Beauty, and a Ravifh'd Wife 
Revenge is ſurely juft, but pray proceed. | 
Zan. The good old King had long indulg'd his eaſe, 
His years had long excus'd him Wars rough toyls ; 
Yet now touch'd with his Darlings wrongs, he griev'd 
That he had been, but was no more, his Age 
Refleted on the Battels which his youth had won, | 
With envious Pride ſurvey'd his Wounds, inſpir'd by theſc, 
Like one in Renovating Juices ſteep'd, 
His Soul rowz'd from it's Lethargy, ſhook off 
Inglorious eaſe, and boldly call'd tor War; 
But Fate deſign'd his Soul for reſt, he dy'd 3 
And with his Crown Entail'd the War 
On Barnagaſſo, which he lead eager on reſolv'd, 


- To hazard all for her Relicte : 


But ſoon your Brother ſtopp'd this Rapid Flood, _ 
Ofrepow'rd with numbers; this Invading King, 


. 
( 3 d, EY 


Whom now in Triumph he to Tombs leads. 

Def. ” Heaven's this Story Warms, and 'Cools-me too; 
My Youthful blood boyls at the Thoughts. of V Var, 
And yet I'm cold, to think our Emperour | 
Should force ſuch ſoftneſs from her Virgin Flame, 
How glorious would it be to curb his Love, 

And give her Body where her Soul is plac'd ? 
Zan. You ſhew your ſelf a Novice every way, 
This Fair unknown has ſuch Inviting Charms 
As may excuſe the boldeſt Raviſher. 
"Dat. Oh, Father, you miſtake, her Eyes would turn 
His favage heart, he'd Adoration pay 
T © that Fair Shrine which he could-not pollute. 

2. Yours is Aereal love, not fit for Kings, 
Whoſe groſler apetites deſcend fo low, 

That but tv purchaſe for themſelves a moments bliſs, 
They'd facrifice the quiet of anothers life; 

But you ſhould check my Boy this cheating flame, 
Should this be known, your head muſt anſwer it. 

Daf. *Tis hard to dye for what we cannot help, 
All Sets are pleas'd their God ſhould be ador'd, 
Why then ſhould mighty Jamoan diſallow my love? 

Zan. Take heed, you're in the Court, where ev'n your looks 
Are too ſeverely ſcann'd, no word bur's ſcrew'd 
Toa forc'd meaning : I muſt to the King, 


Whom I begin to view with envious Eyes, 
[ Aſrde. 


The growing miſchief rolls diſjointed here, 
Pointing t0 his Heads 


And wants a moments thought to ripen it ; 
My Child ſtay not long after me, the King =, 
Expects you, to make up the Court to day. Extt, 


Dafila, Solas. 


Daf. Ts it a faulc to love i one fo _”__ 
What pity 'tis ſo {weet a bliſs ſhould not 

Be lawful too! Why does my duty bid me hold 

When I defigne no ill ? What crime can I 

Commit, who on!y ftrive to pleaſe? yet Heav'n 

Pardon my years, if you will count it Sin,” 

All youths have their one fault, and love is mine. Exit. 
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. SCENE drawn diſcovers the Emperour '0# an Imperial 
: Throne, Zanhaga, Dafila ( who enters in the midſt of the 
dance) &c. a Warlike Dance ended they come forward. 
Emp. Sound there, ſound louder yet your brazen notes, 
Let ev'ry accent reach the Thrones'above, | 
Stop our bright Father with repeatedcharms, 
Let him look down, and ee his ſporting Son 


* Crown'd a victorious King a mortal God. 


Z.ay, What more could he himſelf have done ? 
From his high hopes you hurPd .young Gaalata down, 
And in exchange for Scepters, gave him chains. | 

Emp. My wearrd People by his chains I freed, 
Africk no more ſhall tremble with alarms, ; 
Nor Babes be huſtvd with Barzageſſo's name, 

Curs'd be that name, more-curſt my General, | 
Who ſpar'd his life > What hindred him to've lopp'd. y 
The haughty boy, and made my joys compleat ? 
But there's a ſpiteful Demon haunts my reſt, 
Which in my greateſt ſweets {till mingles gall, 
And makes ev#n NeQar poyſon to my taſte. 

Zan. Curſe on his pleading honour fay I too, 
It breaks my well wrought meaſures, all my Arts, 
And when by ſtudied politiques I've won 

A Crown, his aery notions idely throw 

The jewel from him. | 

Emp. Had curs'd Gaalata dy'd, 
I needed not have feign'd that lye, with which 
I would delude Zyaraida's heart, flatter'd 


'- My love with hopes, that ſhe deſpairing ere 


To ſee him more, might caſt her ey's with pity down 
On me ; *tis true my heart, unus'd to ſhifts, 
Started within me at the baſe deſign, 
My Monarch Soul, diſdain'd th' unworthy trick, 
But love prevail'd, and I by Proxy told 
The Lye, which my own tongue retus'd ; tell me 
How did & graida take the news you bore ? 

Daf. 1 found her in a thoughttul poſture lay'd, 
Where nothing that but look'd like joy appear d, 
She liſt'ned carefully to th' tale I told, 


- 


And 


(.59)) 

And ever asI mention'd Barnngaſſo, drop TO 
[ICE 0973-5 2:5 2 bog , quo. ? 
A Sigh, let fall a tear, which,were,he,dead, ..... Tr @ Pre 20u2. 


Might bribe the Gods to give him back again 3; ; © TOR 
wa doubtful anſwers her fond-hopes, I fed; © | - 

Till wearied with uncertainty, ſhe, begg'd me give. ©. , ! _.., 
The blow, as Fate had ſent it.her ; Tae oy oa ao." 


But when I feign'd the ſtory of hys.death;.; OO! 0! 
I us'd ſuch apt expreſſions, to decetve "Fo i nn 
Her faith, that ſhe difſolv d in tears, retir'd, | at | 
And told me, they were ſo intirely one, 

She could not long be after him. 

Emp. Some tribute the f.ouid pay his memory, , 
She lov'd him'not at once, nor can at once Y 
Forget the am'rous play thing :: but her pride -, 
Will ſoon o'recome her grief, (be Il think on me, 
And rather chooſe a Sceptre, than a Grave. 

Daf. Much I fear it! her love's too reſolute. 

Emp. Your Son, Zanhags, is the fitteſt youth 

}- © For Court intrigues, ſo innocent his face, 

None could ſuſpect a Serpent in ſuch fruit, 
Then he's ſo faichful to his Maſter's truſt. 
Thar Tl employ him once more 1n a ſecret. Ds 1 

Daf. *Tis range he thus (t.ould praiſe my innocence., 

Yet teach me to be falſe, in Childhood too., © 

Emp. He ſhall to Gualata the ſame tory tell, -- © 
With which he fir{t abus'd. Zaraida's ears ? x ate 
Who knows what his deſpair may urge him to? 

Zan. Oh tis a brave deſign ! purſue it home, 

For I ſhall reap the truits of all your toil. [ Aſide, 
Daf. How ſoon'vice creeps m each unguarded- breaſt.” 
*T was his commands that: made: me Villian firſt, 
Now for my ſelf I'm tempted to be one, 
It Barnag hb dye, my Youth, and Innocence, _ .. ,.. -- 
May win Zaraiaa for my ſelf, not him, pr Eogrog ds el 
Whoſe love ſhe hates as Hell ; My. Lord, the General. Seeing him. 


Warlike Muſick, ezter the General, kyeels to.the Emperour. 
Emp. '*\elcome my Soldier-to ghy -Monarchs. arms, . ' _. 
Thou faithtul Prop to my declining; hrone, . .. © 
My grateful blood, fo near a kin to yours, Ab x 


Leaps 


Leaps, and is fir'd at every Kind 221 

Eager to force its banks, = Pouldity; 

Let our divided Streams in the iffie channel rum. 
Gey. Such gratitude, were I again to fight, 

Would doubly edges my Sword;new vigour give 

To e'ry ttroke, my Weapons anittiare, 

And ſure to conquer. BarnagaſſogT 

Should need it all. Fa Le Gr 
Emp. You ſpeak of this Gualata, as indeed a Man, 
Geyx. Or rather God, Oh had you ſeen him, when 

Adorn'd with plumes, fit for the royal ſports 

Of War, heed his willing Squadrons on, 

So gracefully in order ,ranfd his Troops, 

His beauty and his SWhrd were Rivals grown, 

And both were deer. imbrued itt humane gore, 

Oft on thoſe heaps which he timſelf hat inade, 

He'd wiſhing gaze to find the horteſt work, 

And then like Lightening flew, to ſhare the (port : 

His men, as each w :re wtongd with him, ſpurrd on, 

And hop'd a noble harveſt from'this Sun, 

While he, as he diſdain'd he were” nor Gyant born, 

Mow'd all around, and made a pile of dead, 

On which he mounting wew'd the murd'ring game ; 

Thus the defes of Nature he ſupply'd: * - 

But Fortune — 77: 
Emp. — ——— Ceaſe your praiſe harangue no more. 

But let me ſee this wonder of a Man. 


Enter, lex its by the General, Barnagallo, he looks haughtily 
at the Emperour. 


Emp. How great he looks! he braves me in his chains 

Were he encircled round with flatring crowds, 

V Vhat could he more? Can-miſery ſo glorious be ? | 
V hat ſhall I do to bend his haughty <oul ? [ Aſrae, 
My Reſoforions Hicken at'this/ſight, 

At ery look iffy weaker genius tbrinks, yY 

I muſt be gone ; Zanh##s, follow me. Exit, cum Zan. 
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Ber. Is that your Exmperonr? oO Oo 
Gen. He is; the darling Subſtitute of Heaven. - 
Bar. 7 hen Goc's thay be decery'd as well as men, 
VVhat is he mute, to awe the common rout | 
Toa miſtaken :<verence of their King, 
Is he then forc'd ” 
To cheat his People to obey ? I pity him. 
Ger. 1 know not what could ll him hence ſo ſoon, 
But Morarchs motions are above our reach. 
Bar. How he betray'd his fear, when in the midſt 
Of peace, not dareing to proclaim a war, 
He baſely ſtole my love / he can't repent, 
A Coward ne're can be an honeſt Map. 
»Gen, He can't indeed ; but Jamoars brave, he ſcarns 
To owe his ſafety to theſe Chains, they ſpeak 
Too much a Monarchs fear : [Unbinding him. 
Bar. A Man to Empire born, bred up to all 
That could endow a Royal Breaſt, yet ſtoop 
So low as Treachery ; my honelt heart's 
Unwilling to believ'r, and yet, when I 
Behold my* tender, charming Wite, from -my 
Soft boſom torn, were he ” more than King, 
Were he a God, yet he is baſe-as Hell: ' | 
You've often mourn'd my fate, have pity'd me, [ To the General. 
Could you not bleſs me with a ſight of her I love ? 
Methinks I'd not forego the Warld, till I 
Had ta'en my leave of that Divinity, 
Say, can your rigid honour grant me this ? 
Gen. Diſpair not Sir of love, or liberty, 
The King, tho' he indulges ev'ry vice, 
In loath'd debauches reaton quite enervated, 
And in looſe Riots has unmann'd his Soul, 
Yet there are hours, when honour may be heard, 
Such Eloquence can never plead in vain ; 
Believe me Sir 1] be your faithful Friend. 
Bar. Oh ! I believe and know thee honeſt, but 
The King, the curſed King enjoys my Love, . | 


He 


(V) 
| He gralſps her /1g. his arms, infatiate Goat /, 
Ev'a now ! now ! whillt 1 wiſhing ftandZhe gluts ;. 
Perhaps, oh ! damn tltintruding thought! was forc'd 
Her to his bed ;_lead iS Ericarh, oa me ow, i ol 
This hour's the beſt, ſh WW & where Hell and Heavn's * 
- So near, they*touch, I'll ruſh between, and like 
| A Tyegreſs ſeize my robbing 'prey, tear out 
His heart, but he has.none Oh? miſery - ale: 
Gen, Compole your ſelf, truſt me the danger's leſs 
Than you, have.form'd' itz; to'rme he has own'd, 


"Y=.——_—— calmer > Eo 


- - 
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That when tefus'd;” he has'defign'dto force ; 
Some ſecret pow'r has child his hot deſires, 
Nature her {elf, as with its Extaſie 
Surcharg'd, deny'd Compliance to his Will. 
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Bar. Oh Zgraide ! the Pow'r that fent'thee here,” " 
Will preſerve thee, there'all my hopes are plac'd.” i, + 
Gez. Reſt there ſecure; T have a thouſand doubts - _ + 


To be reſolv'd, about this fair one's Birth 5 
Inform me, if ſhe SZ Þ. 

Be- old Serncea's Daughter, fay what Arts: | | 
He us'd, to make her {o-Divinely fair. | 2 7 


oy 


ar. Oh ! T will tell thee all, with the fame joy 
That I beheld her. firſt , WillT repeat” | 
The pleaſing rale— My dying Father 'left 
.!e an Infant to: my Uncles care, he took _ 
- .,+  Meto his Court, where- faithful Tutors &1d 
" TaſtruQt'my Youth ;” dne- day we walk'd abroad, 
As *twas their cuſtom, to divert! my Mind, + 
And their harſh Preceprs ſweeten with delights ; 
'There as I wantor'd near*the bounding Seas; 
Where 4jrick- js no more, T ſaw, ſtay ! let 
Me form the- glorious Pageant !” Now / 1t comes ! 
Like a young Prophet ms firft dream of bliſs, 
' ] feel the inipiring Godmy-fancy move ; 
And my returning thoughts croud to inform my Tongue. 
Daf. Such joy. your words'your air exp2ls methunks 
I {ce this Sea-born Goddeſs mount the V aves:; 
Bar. 'The floating thing draws near. r-pt with the ſight, 
I plunge into the Flood, ſpite of my Gvards, - 
- And uſe my tender Arms' as: Nature taught ;- 


| And 
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And now I reach the meeting”BdiY;I ſee ae at ve you . 


Rock'd by the'gentle Woe ie ſhe ah 

A thouſand —_—_ bleſt the ſmiling Babe, 8: fl 

Officious Loves about her Beauties-play'd, - 0 52 0 # | 

Which ſhoot themſelves at once into my vaſt; | 

And now I take her in'my eager arms, * 

Like a young God I waft this Goddels o're, 

Solight was Heav'n to Barnagaſſo's Arms ! { 
Gen. Were there no Spirit to- artend this Saint ? 

Did Keav'n this Paradice ungarded -leave ? 
Bar. Two Men there were, they*dyed ; the Babe waslov'd,” 

And bred by good Senega, as his Child, * | 

For he had A I was her Coomaniion, I 3 

In harmleſs ſports we often ſpent the day. 

Till we had play'd each other igto Love, 

He bleſt this flame ; at laſt'T Marry'd her * 

Yes in, the face of Heav'n 1 Marry'd Nees | 

A joy too great to laſt ! For now!'eurs' brood ! 

My Subjects grown Rebellious, forc'd 'tme' leave 

This fair, She all Joy was coming to my Arms, 

When curs&Tomba | but I've done, the reſt. you know ;. 


Tears muſt have way ſince ſhe is mine no more. [ Weeps. 
;, Daf. Now is the time t'obey our Emperour, 
* Sure Love and Duty can excuſe'one crime. -L Aſide weeps: 


Bar. See the poor Youth at my misfortune weeps! 

Dzf. Who will not weep, that knows Raraiaa's dead ?. 

Bar., Dead ! '*tis impoſſible ; By.-Heav.ns.! *tis _ 
Her Father Sun would be obſcur vl by grief, - 
But why ſhould he ? Oh n6; hell ſhine for Joy .., 
That ſhe his'Emanation: is' "returind.” F 

Gen. Thou ten(Mreft farr'? That" heart. a is 
Hard, that cannot weep ey*n Blood, for thee! - * © 

Bar. But ſay, for now I can hear*: "any thing, ; 
Inform my Soul, how did that'fair'one I 

Def. Long had'6ur Empero pg Bi nk OO TY 
For joys, which you'aldne” oe a4 
Till wearied' with dela) Hy Fo "ht; ers ee te 
To work = - a Ra Ns 1 I aſide | Vx, hoy 
His Arts, and the key bg As 

Cloak'd with the val on i "Mot OO OY. - 
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And rather choſe to dye, than A Slave to Luſt 
Who can forbear to weep, att Fr 

Bar. Yes T'will weep, but frail ans. no more, 
Large drops of liquid fame m ha & ſhall. pour, 
The ſcalding deluge ſhall up Fo Skin, - 
As this conſumes witho! Sefpar ſh gnaw within ;, 
But I muſt yes one at 0 
Rid at one _ Ro Wor, a me, of woe ; 

me'thislu a 

T1 plunge. his Soul £ endleſs Miſery, nh 
That rh: I} bask mean ſame open'Vale, 
And let. her Sun my Vapour Soul bo, 
Where with Zaraids 1 fhall hay 
In bliſs refin'd, in Pleaſuze by pn 5 
Well live Divinely on ur Am'rous fare, 
And quite forget " Fer artals were. 

ine; Aa Primi. 
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"ACT ILSCENE L 


A Pleaſant Grove, at the faths end. Zaraida is dicover'd on a 
Coach, ſhe riſes and cores forward. 


Zara. W's ſhool1'Worp? Can Jaars call back his Soul? 


Or force-mine: out to him 2, In vain I grieve. 
Where Poly 'Tmooth as Ebony, 
And: ſofter than the render King Virgins Skins ? 
Thy Limbs are undi ul w ; thy heart, 
Oh that they'd pier&'d thee. t ere, give my Wiſh, 
That I too might have: IÞ) erence now 
Between the Monarch a0 
The: Pile confeſs'd thy 6 
The Flame, hy. Roy2l En Sh 
Nor mix'd its purer Blazg.with mou. firea 
But proud-of t's God;lke: 0407 op C.{ FTE the, $XPangey Air: 
|; G Thoy. 
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gd-groand' bencath thy weight; 
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ITT 
"Thou Brighteſt Saint, now uſe thy Mufick Speech, 
Intreat my Father Sz# to take me hence; | 
While T joyn with thee in ſuch Airs Diyine, . . 

As never faiFd to move the liſtning God. 


SONG here, which ended, Eeter Dafila 


A Meſſenger from Hell, in ftead.of Heaven! 

Daf. Sure I am Monſtrous, that you ſtart: aſide, 
And leave your Angel-ſtrais when'I Appear. 
Your Silence tells me , Pves been rude, difturb'd 
Your picks Offerings to an Earthiy Saint. '.. 

'Tis true, my Ears were bleft; but Heav'n, tif T 
Had feen you too, imperfe& was.. _ 

Za. *Tis baſe Yinſult o're my Religious Grief, 

When Gods AMi&, Men ſhould not add their ſcorn; 

Dif. Isit Inſulting, when the Pious Votary 

> Tn hallow'd Cenfers ſerves Deyotion; up? © ©. 

If this be Scorn, then I. confeſs Pm baſe. Ff Kyuels 
tor Knees, and Tears, ſhall foree your pity down. 

Za, In vain, fond Youth, you plead the cauſe of Vice; 

Such Vertue ſhould not knee] for ſuch a King, 

'” Da. Oh hear me! For my ſelf T'beg, not him, | 
Won't you reward that Innocence” you praiſe? [She voids hin. 
Why do you fly my Virgin-Touch ? the Flame 
Burns not {6 pure in Temples, as my Breaſt, , 
And like that too mine to its Heaven Afpires ; 

Oh ſtay, Coy Fair, yet ſtay, and hear me ſpeak ! 
Ev*n Heav'n will hear, tho it refuſe to grant : 
Perhaps you think me of Ignoble Stock, 

And, on that Errour, ground-your Scorn ; my Streams 

From _ Fountains flow, my Veins are rich, 
And ſwell with pure, unmixt, Czleſtial Blood, 
Za. I ſtay too long, my Widdow'd ears and ney ſtrives 


Muſt never more, of hear, or think of Love. to get looſe, 
Da. *Tis true, i've no Crowns to lay before you, (he holds her. 
Nor Thouſand Slaves to wait my leaſt Command ; . « 1 
Yet I've a Sword ſhall hew you out a, throne, 
Or Altar rather, for ſo fair a Saint; _ 
My Brother General too will lend his Arm 
| C 2 Inurd 


—— 


-- 


Inur'd to Vitony xr ;Þ./ 

Za, Were you 1n | Love.,.,.... 

You'd itrive to pleaſe, and- not: Log my Will.; 

Daf. Can nothing move your.cruel Breſt 2 yet ſtay, 

gb a Charm to lure 1 bo Heart, give me 
Favours ;you, can;Jultly? grant,” . ” 
And while you ling ſoft AY to Hf $ praiſe; 
I'llecchoe nothing back but. hb Name; 
No ſound ſhall reach NN ow "Ea t Barmagaſſo. 

Za. Riſe artfal Youth g 2-5 
Thou'ſt ftroke th dari ees. my negro rev1yes,”,, 
Oh there's ſuch Muſick in that, Name! enough © - ., . 
To bend me from my, tiff reſerve ; yes now p * 
T1 think, I'll Hear; nay talk of Love again ; 

But of aloft one. there my Woe returns ! y 
Pvea Requelt, which y ou muſt not Frek | v Pauſes. 
Da. Speak, "for 1c deny you. ng;  fay.- 
Ist in m power ? already i 4im ing” 
Swifter than Light'ning, 5 or your Will. 
Has any Villain wrong'd your Honour ? fay, 
Tho? *twere.our ERparpor | woes he dyes: 
This little Arm, A; by Ay Heav'n, 
Shall Wonders do, to plata armer Guilt, 
"Twill try your Love: EG *mong[t all che Slaves; 
MG not Ret that knew my: Husbard well ? - 
One, in whoſe Breaſt, he could: repoſe lis Griefs ? 
Could you find ſuch a one; I ſhould be leſt. 
Da. Oh TI could pleafe her beyond meaſure now ! 
What hinders then? My Duty ?' that Pye loſt 
In Pleading for my ſelf: Can'l ptetend ; 
To Love, yet harbour in My Breaft a Foc 
To that ſoft Paſſion ?' "No : ſhe ſhall*be ſery'd 
Yes, there is ſuch a one, ſo dear he was _ _ 
Toyour Dead Lord, he knew each Thought, each Sigh: 
Not Barnagaſſo to himſelf more Conſcious Was; 
Like' a True Friend, he waite&himi to Death, 
Avid did'the laſt Find Offices peiform, | 

Za, May I dot ſe&him?; Oh he'll footh my Grief 
With Mournful Tales of Barzagaſſo's Death! Tell th 
How oft he call'd upon Zars/dz*; how, 
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(13) 
VVhen he lay Gafping, in his lateſt Breath 
Zaraida preſt ; you-ſhan't deny me this. 
* Daf. It ſhall be ſo; the Invention pleaſes me; 
Surprizes give a reliſh to the Bliſs ; | © Afae. 
Duty be gone, Love is my Maſter now ; 
Expect a while, and doubt not but Pll bring 
The Man you mo!t deſire, | [Exit. 
Za: Him whom I moſt deſire indeed; for, ſince 
My Husband's Dead, "Where can I lull my Cares 
Aileep, but in that Breaſt himſelf did truſt ? 
Ah Barnagajo! that Pd dy*'d for thee ! 
And yet } date not, mult not wiſh ev'n that; 
For were it ſo, yet we ſhould have parted ; 
| And thats theonly Hell 1d ſhun. [She retires aſide. 


Enter Dafila with Barnagaſſo, at one:exd of the Stage. 


» Daf. Divert your Grief in theſe Coole Shades; you'll find 
Your little Jaylor's not Tyrannical. 4 
* My Dnty calls me hence. Bar, Kind Youth farewell. $ Goes behind 
' Allare not Monſters in this Africk Court. the Scene. 


- Barnagaſlo Coming Forward. 


Bar. Oh Zaraiaa! Wer't thou as happy, as 
I am wretched, | ſhould be happy too. | 
Ha ! Is it poſſible ! Or dol Dream ? {Seeing ber. 
And ſpeak but what I wiſh ? Thon Brighteſt-V ifion, that 
Aſſum'ſt the Lovely'{l Shape on Earth, or Heav'n, 
Speak, and in rev*rence to the form you bear, 

Thus bending to the Earth, my open Ears [ KRiyects 
Shall ſuck with greedy thirſt the welcome Sounds. 
Z4s. It muſt be he ! yes he himſelf ! no Ghoſt! 

What ſtays me then to'undeceive us both ? 

Riſe, 2arnagaſſo, riſe, I am your Zarataa, 

Take me, and fatisfie your-felf Pm ſhe, Runs inte 

Your conſtant, fondeſt Wite. ; Uis Arms. 
Zar. Oh raptures too Nivine ! | 

. The ſuddenjoy ore pow'rs my Spirits depreſs'd, 


Wn whe With 
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With the weight of whole Heaven, but thy kind warmth < Imbra- 
Calls back my retiring Blood, thy Kiffes breath ces her. 
' A Sout intq thy Image, it enlivens | | 
In my fond heart; and almoſt talks of Love: 
Oh Zaraiazs, fo cloſe 11 preſs thee in theſe Arms, 
All that behold, ſhall think T*grew to thee ! | 
 .' Za. Cloſer, yet cloſer to my Breaſt my Lord ? 
--Each ſenſe conteſſes' you, my. Arms that oft - | 
- In am'rous twines have lock d my Husband faft, ' 
Now fall of courſe into their wonted place; _ 
Bar. Ohjudge not of my paſſhon by my VVords! + 
Thoſe ſounds are yet unknown that canexpreſs* 
My BliſS': My ilent Exitafies declare 
My 'Sottl wrap't far beyond Tumultuous Joys ;' 
Oh well repeat the life of Love, and all 
Our happineſs ſhall center in our {elves. 
But I am yet in thidark whit juggle has 
, Been play'd, and to > x end _ feign'd or Deaths: 
Daf. Y That Myſtery my felf alone <an clear, 
Entering. ) And firſt thus kneeling, I for Pardon ſuc 
To this offended Heav'n ; 'twas by the Kings command 
I to each other feign'd your Deaths, he hop'd, 
That diff reat Paſſions ruteing m your Breafts, 
Deſpair in yours, and Female Pride 1n hers, 
Something might be effeQted to his wiſh ; 
VVhat causd me to unravk his defigns, 
And backward tread my ſteps, this Lady knows, . 
She ſure will Pardon Crimes het ſelf has caus'd. 
Za. And can reward the Virtues too, take all : 
That gratitude and belt efteem can give. [Tates hins up. 
Bar, Triumph ! Triumph my Soul l let thy 
Vaſt joy reach the laſt borders'of the World, 
From either ſide with double force rebound, 
And meeting,makea Whirlpool with your Streams, 
Which may ſuck in each heart, to joy with me ;; 
Yet further, if it be ia Nature further go; 
If not, inſpire ev'n Nothing with my- Joy. 
Let Nothing be endu'd with Apprehenfion vaſt, . 
To rouze it's new form''d Soul at my Alarm, . 
Shake off its drowſie fit, andhelp to pulh = 


—_ 
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The —_ Heayen on : What / | what-can-be: 
Joy enough when my Zaraida Lives ! Ring 

Your Eternal Clangours for the great News, 

The Goddeſs Lives ! whom we Blaſphem'd' with Death, 


And gen'rous honour flourithes in you. 


- | Emtbraceing her paſſionathy and him. 


Enter to them the Emperour talking to 7 anhag. 


Em. Now for my Plot, if ſhe be V Voman, it 
Succeeds. Death to my hopes” he here ! [ Seeing Bar. 
Da. The Emperour ! "Then Iam loſt indeed ! 
Em. Dye Traytour, early baſe, nor ſhallmy Blood: [Stabs Daf. 
That trickles in thy Veins, excuſe this Crime, 
Evn that Tl Sacrifice to Love, ll have 
Thy Bowels ript, fearch if thou haft aMearr, 
Orthou'rt no Victim for this Deity. 
Di. Oh you will find Zaraida there! her looks 


Will awe your Sacrilegious Hands, yet take. 


Take cruel King my Heart; 
The only part of her you e're can have. 

Bar. Oh for a Sword to end this Tyrants Lite !- 
Revenge at once my Friend, and Right my Love ! 
Fate I accept thy gift, and thank thee thus, ( Szatches Dafila's 
Oh feeble Arm ! unfit thy Maſters Soul! Sword, and runs «t 
Or all his Guards could not have hind'red thee, ):he Emp.but is hin- 
Yet I will watch a Time, when, tho' unarn'd, ( dered by the Guard. 
T11 ſeize the Blood hounds T hroat, again prevented ! 
Gods ! I ſubmit ! : 

Em. Secure this Mad-man ; 
Ev*n you his Father muſt confeſs, hus Crune 
Deſerv'd the Blow I gave. 

Z4an Poor Boy, his fault 
Indeed was great, and yet.in one ſo young— }. - [ Afoae. 
But *tis not ht my Frowns diſcloſe my. thoughts, s 
Till time afford a Seaſon for Reven [ To Zar. 

Zar. Sweet Youth / how often haſt thou urg'd his ſuit, 
With Pray'rs as earneſt, as molt Pious Souls 
To their expetted Heaven give, tho I, 


Thy Maſter loath'd, yer thy Devonton was, : 
"RY 
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$o great, that were my Breaſt but capable 
Of any Love, but what-Gualata gave, 
Thou, only thou could'ſt enter there. Ingrate / 
Find now {ome-way to fatisfie- his Ghoft. | 
Em. Conſent but to be mine, and he ſhall live, 
PI! forcet'unravel'd Nature'to-difcloſe # - 
Some wondrous ſecret, to cement his Wounds. 
Da, Too late thou vauntlt thy-Pow'r, truſt me, tho T. 
Deſerv'd my Fate, *twas'baſe in-you to give it me: _ 
Oh / Bear me to that Heav'n of. weeping Chryſtal / 
. FhatHeav'n / which my tond Soul would never leave, 
But a leſs br _= Is mou hence farewel / [ Dyes, 
EmsCotwey himhence; objects ſuit not Love, 5 Guards carr) 
The ruling Paſſion of my —— wa. Lf Daf. : 


Bar. Ev'n yet raſh Kungyyour may regain your Honour, 
Reſtore what 'you've unMtly ta%en;this Fair-; | 
She is my due, oh ! I deferveherinort ; © | - #4) 


For where's the. Man e're'merited Divinity ? 
Yet ſince the Gods hav#:joyn'd our Hearts. ſo cloſe, 
"What Pow'r dare part"us now / part'us! fajdT 
Oh Zaraida, while Pve a Hand, an Arm; [ Expbraces her. 
Ill never leave thee more / nay, tho my Limbs, 
By ſome diſaſtrous Chance, were from my Body torn, 
Yet-my baream'rous'Trunk would kindly bend, 
And make a hold for thee, ſome part of me 
Would ſoon transform into a Sword, and hew 
The Monſter down, that durſt divide our'souls. 
Zar, Teach me my Lord, how to return your love, 
T've nothing new but Miſery to give / 
Bar. Oh thou art always raviſhingly new / - [ Embraces her, 
Zar, How can you hug your Ruin in your Arms ? 
Oh ſtake me, ſhake me off ! this Viper off ! 
Give up this Fatal Beauty to Deſpair, 
Let me not draw your Ruine down with mine. , 
Bar. Ceaſe.your harſh Sounds, or I ſhall think you chang d, 
That would be new indeed, new Miſery ! 
Em. My (mall remains of wi ſtruggle now, 
But Love puts in his Claim, and tears my Brealt ;... 
Teach her to yield, or me to Love no more. 
Bar. I will ſupport your. honour, it ſhall o're look 


Your 


— 
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Your Luſt, Gygantick grown, Tll be your Friend, 

Tho often Injur'd, be what you ſhould be, 

And I will yet forget *em all, forget, | 

If poſſible, you ever wrong'd this tender*Plow'r. 
ar. Nay Love will plead, ſure chaps be"deny'd ; 

Hear me, *tis the frſt time I ever pray'd” | 

To you, how often have you begg'd.this Boon 

In vain? deſpiſe it not now it 1s. givin; 

I will not call you Tyrant, Monſter now, 

No you ſhall be a God, and PII adore 

Your Deity, if you will grant my wiſh ; 

I ask not Kingdoms, keep them all, 'tis but 

Gualata's Liberty and mine, forbear | 

To ſtop the peaceful Current of gur Joys, 


o 


Permit us wander where our wills ſhall lead, 


We'll ſeek for ſhelter in ſome; Mobntains Root, 
Where Nature, as fore-ſeeing' our Diltrels, 

A rey'rend Cave has form'd: there well retite, 

And be ſecurely bleſt with Mutuak Loveg 

No Monarch will invade that Throne, no Arms 
The quiet calm of Sacred Love diſturb, 

Sure you will grant me this, this, which makes me- 


[Richer than Heav'n and not Impoveriſhes you. 


Em. Truſt me her words ſtrike through my very Soul, 
My feeble honour, reinforc'd by theſe 
near wg helps aflays to lead the way ; 
Now all the fogs of lewd Debauches fly, 
And eviry ſtenching Vapour is exhal'd, 
Honour alone now feems to keep the Field, 
And I could almoſt give her up, but Love 
Reſumes my Heart, and drives'th' Uſurper thence ; 
The Combar's hot, he fights, and now retreats, 
Now Strong, now weak, and now T riumphant fits, 
Proclaiming with a Tyrants Voice his | aws ; 
Whilſt humbled Honour, but in whiſpers ſpeaks, 
Give up Zaraida, ha ! give what ? to whom! 
Zaraida to the Man | hate as Hell ! 
Forbid it Love / 1 hear not Honour now, 
Like drowning Men, this was its laſt effort, 
To rear its ſinking head aboye the Floods, 

D 


And 


(3B) 
| And now *tis loſt for ever !,eyer gone! | 
No, your Propoſal 1 retort.to. you,, _ . 
Take all your Crowns, your Knot, take em hack, 
But my Z araids halkbe min 7g 
Bar. Sagrit 10us Tem no 
Thy Fate, * naked. at Fam, ſonic God 55h, | rr "ab 
Make ev n theſe hands the Walters tg 
G1ve me a Sword, , be OO! /arm'd for Love; 
' Zaraida ſhall like Vi&try, doubtful. Dange., 
And to the Man who moſt.deſeryes ther 
Oh glorious cauſe! Worthy tug la Hug a> qurs; S. 
The Day ſcems mark'& by fare fuch.ar Wart... 
The expecting Gods to their limits come, 4, 
Deeply concern'd for Squls {o, like their own,;, 
*T'were not good manners .tagelay the ſpc 
W hen ſuch ſpeQtatorsomaits comer j ag 
And let the Royal Eigh ERS 9 5G 6 
Emp. "Tis an ugg al Game,,] ;[fet, my.Crown 
To ke, ſure you -Thege Ml; Prifncr tbere,./. 
A Bankrupt both-jhoflour,and Eſtate ; 
'Tis not for you who at my og 3 breath, 
To hope ſo brave 'a Death.as Hort Fil Arm; "i 
I ſcorn to lift my Sward. my Slave... 1 
Bar. 'tPrza Slave, yOu, nat make me'one. 
Emp. Under my Auſpices. my, ;Soigery: fought, 
They fervilely perform'd, what T.in{pir” 
Bar. Excuſes ne're are wanting, when theqyill 1 1s gone; 
Thus Cowards always Reaſon wrelt, 
Emp. Were I that thing, what hinder d'me to've ford 
This Lady long &'re this, and Murder, you'? 
Bar. Becaule. thqts art. that tung, tor, tho 'twere baſe, 
= there's a boldneſs in it, thou *rt a Stranger to. 

Emp. The World {hall find I am not baſe, to Heavy n; 
Who beſt decides, this cauſe refer, the Pr ieſt | 
Shall in my Court inquire it's, will, while WE 
Expect, to whom jult Heav'n this/ Bair will give.: 

Mean time free acceſs I allow-ito both. 
Zanhaga bid the Prieſt his Gods prepare. 
That hint's enough this ſeemmg Piety,, 
Secures their hearts whom Pity » might mullead : 


Dri. 
»> + 4 + 
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My General too,who loves this 'Prince;muſt yield:e0 Heaven Exit 
Lar. If Heav'n be Heavin, we ſhall be happy yet. '! -- - 


Bar. We will be happy; or in Lite, or Death. '{Ex#t ex Zar. 


Manet, Zanhagh, Stus, © 


Yes, he ſhall Solve your Dotibts, the Prieſt ſhall give 
Zaraida to your- Arms, but you ſhall were 
Enjoy that Gift : __—_ your of LIE TR 
Stand in my way : MySon's; fny' ings Death -© _ * 
*Shan't hog be Unrevengs: 4y08/1 was Ard; 95425 Se ts: 
By my Ambition, to attempt a-Crown befare 3-© © 51177 0 
But now Revenge too-eggs'rtison his blogd {== © 199: | 
Shall be the Oyl ro whet- my blunted hypes/; 79 GH -- 
P11 ſoon prepare the Prieſt-toſerye'theRing, © - '''// 

His Parrot-Gods ſhall ſpeak but what I Feach, (- 1 
And my own Thoughts hisPrathng #inonsProachicE xi," mw 
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gt " 098 de oli ure adit Ai3.s 
ACT IIL.- SCENE T. 
SCENE the Prieſts Apartment. 


FI Eyter the” Emperoyr.. ary 
Em. Hus far hts'Love unbounded hurry'd me ! 
The rapMFlood' breaks through-oppoling Dams, 
> ' Bears downeach Fence, that dares diſpute its way; 
All Diſappotntments but. increaſe its force; 
Each blow new Vigour gives each fall: © 
Infuſes freſh Recruits to evi'ry party” 
Tenacious of his hold he hugs me:cloſe;y” 
Whilſt ſmother'd honour ſtruggles but in vain, 
Shall I be forc'd to mortifie my flame :* + | 
Becauſe ſome ſervile Prieſts has joyn'd their hands, 
" "RIG | 


D What 
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by ur ww _ oy unites their hearts, | 
y Pric freight untye this Myſtick Kno 
And make ev*n Heavy” 'n repeal 3 its hm Act. , 
What ho! within there! Marabos ! come forth, 
And caſe a Monarch's $ Breaſt. p 


L Enter; Prieft, Zapbaga, be "3 
43. You have your Cue! he faith 
And your Reward ſal far exceed def pa your _ 
Em. Behold you {dar ps by ſecret [; 
Behold me both a MS and,a and.a Slave; . nos, 
I to whoſe Nod "ll 4 | TIO 
| Can ſtoop to kneel at a wn {eet: 

She, tho” a Captive, {corgsto.look on me, 


My very urs 5s a Baw es ; 
00 poor to play with,” & Captive Prince, 
Tho' robb'd of ſows © or 


Which but to taſt, my elf wo d be Dethron'd : 

And I had pluck'd his Tuning willing Roſe, ©, 
Bue ſome remaining dregs of honour hinder'd me ; 
This is the Plague torments your Monarch's Soul, 
Now fee if Hell or Heav'n afford a Cure. 


Here the Emperour fits, while,the Prie(t Þeg1ns the 
| - Inchutation. 
Riſe ye Fiend; of Hell ! ariſe ; 
You who for freedom groan, 
Who long loſt Earth, bemoan ; 
Come, with freſh Objetts, feed your eyes ; 
T, on, who fon Sths on Earth, are bound 
\ 2irt þ 'To:Swims 51 Cold (Streams; 
15," £0 Stat From never Dead' are\ foigod ; 
Come, warm you by my Flames : 
Pl! Chafe you. till you'r, happy too 
Y Fl gps Blood if. yn 
4 Ill mend your blue apg. bleaky. bue;, | 
Tour skin, tho chopp Aand:ſcarr'd. Pl beale.: 
The cutting Winds, that W biſt ling blow 
From dazling Mountains of dfiv'n Snow, © 
4 Shall, ceaſe their Orders, to obey, 
$877 i J04ll prepare, ang cane away. 


. 
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Chorus 
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Chorus of Come to our — Advice, 
Prieſts. Ariſe ye Fiends of Hell ! avife. 


Four Infernal Spirits Ariſe, all in White, and Sing, 
E come we come, Great Marabou ! 
We watch thy pleaſing Call; 


Our ftiffned Joynts are ſupple now, 


Tou warm theccoldeFt Hell, 
iſt. Male If Love ditturb this Monarchs Breaſt, 
Spirit. "Tis fit he ſhould enjoy 
What &re can pleaſe th unruly Gueſt, 
And foree her if (be fly. 
1ſt. Female. Gualata Dead, ſbe'll yieldof courſe, 


Dall Lovers we ae/piſe ; 
She but expetts the * force, 
To gipe.down all her Joys. 
My Lover was for Piety, 
Conſcience, and Lowd wag'd Ways ; 
His coldnefs Damn*d himſelf, and me ; 
Or we had both been Stars. 
ed. Male. Behold me once a Mortal Wight, 
In an Old Beldam's Arms ; 
For Love of Gold Tarudgd all Night, 
And roſe at all Alarms: 
But yet twas cold ! *twas coldly done ! 
Nor aid it ought avail ; | 
Then force the young, the fair, nor run 
he Riſque to freeze in Hell. 
24. Female, IT to an Aged Fool did Charm, 
Who only hugg*d me cloſe ; 
My Maiden-head in Hell can't warm, 
Nor Virtue-heat infuſe. 
Chorus of They force the F air, nor longer crave, 
Infernals. But let Gualata ave : 
By this your ſelf, and her, you'll ſave, 
From Winters Miſery. 


Chorusot Prieſts For they who. quenchd their am? rous flames, 
and Intecnals, Are Dann'd to Freeze in Coldeſt Streams. 


Prieſt 


"oo oo # 436"9% 2 "n " eas 
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Prief Ear! you tm Heav'ns blue Regions, heay ! 
SINGS. | I- You who have once been Men ; 
And for your Virtues fwim in Air, 
' þJ'o make'my Phoebus train. y 
How happy you { warm'd by his Beams, 
©...” Tour Balls of Fire ye Guard; 
Each Spirit guides his Orb of Flames, 
Proud of his hot reward. + 
Ton who've obeyd Almighty Love, 
Inard to Amorow Wars, © 
For which in. Flames you wanton rove, 
Pleas d with your Subjett Stars ; 
Tou who. ach Mortals Doom, 


1/81 "Pris ners Loom, 
Ir grve a-longer Da'e?. 
Chorus of "Come, come relate, . 
Prieſts. " The Goaptives Fate, 
Or Life, or Death, 
Bring in a Breath ; 
If Love muſt yield, 
+ And quit the Field, - 
Or Beauty Bend, ' 
Deſcena ! ye Lords of Air, deſcend ! 


Deſcend in a Machine to'proper Muſick, 4 Heav'nly Spirits. 


All Sing. Y GarCravets wot ſafe if he. ſbould Live, .. -: 
The God's are unappeay'd, 
His Blood's our due; in vain you ſtrive, 
With Blood alone we're pleas'd. 
Chorus For you the Sun has, ſent hex here, 
of Cel. Deitroy the Pringg, \and force the Fair. 
Say, Hell, Shall it be [o ? 
Tes, Wee re for it below ; 
Crzleſt, We above are for't too. 
Both, Well then it muſt be /o ; 
What. Mortal can withitand 
' What Heav'n and Hell-command ? 
Fo ney Pr. Then 


I ——— 


: ( 23 ) ; * | 
Pr. | Then mu#ft. Gualata dye ? 
Spir, Yes Gualata muſt dye. 
Pr. And mu#t Zaraida yield ? 
Spir. res Zaraida muſt yield, 
Pr. What if ſhe ſhould deny? 
Spir, Tyan force her to comply. 


Dance here, which ended, the Czlef. aſcend,"aud-Infernal deceud 
| finging, 
Emp, It ſhall be fo, I love to ſee the Gods 
Jocoſe, a ſign they're pleas d, to ſerve my Love: 
The Captive King ſhall dye, as fate Commands ; 
And what my Father ſent. me ftall be mine. 
Zax. "Tis fit your Majeſty ſhould pleaſe your ſelf. 


| The Ghoſt of Dafila riſes tween em. 
»- Daf. Is it ſo Father ? but yowre mitie no more, 
> My soul diſdains to pay my Bodies Debt: 
Fr. Good Heav'ns ! what makehe ftraggling here uncalld ? 
* Gho. UncalPd indeed by thee, as nas all Spirits elſe, 
For ſince your own gp" ſerve, why ſhould you trouble us? 
Thy cheat's too grols, to paſs on Heav'nly Minds 
Scarce had 1 paſt the lagging hindmoſt Stars, 
When loe our Mighty God my Voyage ſtop ; 
My Prieſt, ſaid he, forgetting all reſpe&t 
To Right, preferring preſent Gold to future Heav'n, | 
Reverſes my decrees, and wreſts my Will, | 
Divides thoſe hearts Vve joyn'd and takes the fair 
From Barnagaſſo, whom my Soul admires ; 
Haſt ! to my lov'd Gzalata haſt, thence hie, 
And to the Emperour declare my Will, 
Tell him the Fair muſt be Gaa/ata's Wife : 
Thus ſpoke the God, 1 all Obedience flew, 
And now my Soul 1s eager to return, 
I muſt be gone, reſolve t'obey, or dye. 
Zn. Poor ſuperſtitious Boy ! Prz. O that my Charms 
Could bind his Soul in Hell for this affront. 
Emp. This Boy has ſhock'd my Soul, in vain Love, 
if Heav'n oppole, in vain are all my Arts : 
And yet, for he was Treacherous on Earth, 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps he but deceives me now ; the Prieſt 
Sings moſt melodious to my Ears, his Vajce 
Like a deluding Syxen leads me on, 

Avert the Omen'Feawn./ but this is 

This I am ſures a*Ghoſt,. the Boy 1 kill'd, 
Whom thwarted Heav'n has on- this errand ſehr, 
The others are but counterfeited ſhapes, 
Spirits too complaiſant to croſs my Will ; 

But ſhall I looſe her for a Childiſh Ghoſt? 

Her whom I love ? No, it is fixt, this _ 

Til graſp the Fair; how then ſhall Heav'n be ſerv'd?' 
As far as Love permits I will obey ; * 

Go tel|-the Prince what Fate commands, yet that 


My Mercy interceeds, if il yield her mine. © T[To Zan, 
That part o'th' Oracle, [his Life, P11 ſpare ; 
If not, this night he muWIybmit to Fate. [Exennt ſeverally. 


SCENE changes 20 "another Apartment of the Palate. 
* Enter Blltragaſſo and Zaraids. 


. -. 
' Bar. How happy my Zaraiaa arewe ! thus=—— 
Belov'd of Heav'n, when Guardian Spirits watch, 
And Gods grow careful of our lives? what harm 
Can hurt us now, ſince they dere& the cheat ? 
Let Prieſts damn on, kind Heav'n will ward the blow. D., 
Zar. All their mask'd Spirits are impoſtours found, 
"Their myſtick clew kind Heav'n untwiſts, the youth, 
How wiſely Heav'n appoints its Inſtruments ! 
Who ſerv'd us when alive, ſerves us in death. 
Oh we will gratefully our Tribute pay, 
Or Crown'd, or Chain'd, we will Religious be, 
But did this Meſſenger no more diſcloſe ? 
Bar. He ſeem'd to hope, yet doubted Fates decree, 
He bade me be my elf, in all Diſtreſs, 
Let Honour lead my thoughts, he ſaid no more, 
Nor needed he. 'This was advice enough, 
Fear not my Love, no pow rr can part us now, 
Hell dare not, and ſure Heav'n will never change. 
Zar. Here comes one will endeavour it, 
| | Enter 
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| Enter to them Tanhaga. 

Bar. Well how has Heav'n diſpos'd of me ? am I 
To live or dye? Say thou Ambaſſadour. 

Zan. *Tis true, both Hell, and Heav'n, have mark'd you dead, 
Nay have requir'd it, as the only means 
To fave our ſelves, but yet our gracious King, 
Unus'd to Cruelty, dares to offend 
On Mercy's ſide, and mitigate your Doom. 
Thus fays our Monarch, if the Fair will yield, 
T will Reſtore your Crowns, and be your Friend ; 
Nor think this bard fince Fate deſfign'd her mine, 
And asks your Life for your Prefumptious Love : 
But that he ſpares, demanding only her. 

ar. Can he at once both give, and take my Life? 
Thinks he the Body lives without the Soul 2 - 
Hence Trifler, with thy-ſelf-refuting ſpeech ; 
Bur fſay, was it not fear extorted this, 
Which now you lay on Mercy ? was there not .. 
A Boy, who gave the lye to your falſe Oracles? 
A moſt unwelcome Guelt at your repaſt ? 
- -2zx. Since you miſconſtrue thus my Maſters Love, 

Hear what his _ when Rejected can ; 
+ Tho Heav'n itſelf ſhould juſtihe your claim, 
He'd ſtill go on, and force her to his Bed. 
Lay hold on Mercy e're- it be too late ; 
Or ſhe muſt yield this Night, or you muſtUye. 

Apr. Where | wheres the King ! my tears ſhall bend his mind, 
Oh I will do what honour can permit, 
To fave my Dear, my Barnagaſſo's like, 

Bar.. Is 1t then poſſible you'll leave me thus ? - 

27. You are unkind my Lord to mention. it. 

Bar. Stay then, and bear with me what Heav'n appoints 3 
Back to your King, this anſwer give, tell him 
: He knows me not, or he had ſpar'd his gift, 
I can as bravely {purn thoſe Lands, as he can give : 
As for Zgraias, tell him nought of her, 
Leſt he ſhould think I could be fo debag'd, 
As but to ?ve ask'd my {elf, to part with her. 
Alas! tho in a Storm, we often throw 
The neareſt Jewel o're, we ſtill preſerve our ſelves. 

E 
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And 
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And what art thou but my immediate ſelf ? [ Embaces her. 
Go, tell thy Maſter, F'm prepar'd for Fete ; | 
Yes I will dye, but how, is yet to be reſalv*d. [ Exit cum Zarpida, 
Manent, Zanhaga, Solus. 
Zan. The mannet of your Death's not much to me, 
- So you but dye ; I- thirſt not after Blood, 
But as a ſervile ladder to my hopes, 
Which I have how infallibly diſpos'd, 
And ſhall by night have reach'd the top, what now 
Remains ſince yau're ſecure, but Jqmoens life ? 
That ta*en, each Loyal head ſhall ſtraight be lopp'd, 
I'll throw this Rubbiſh in to drink their Blood, 
Leſt as Fools ſay, my Throne ſhould ſlipp'ry be ; 
This Mortar ſhall cement my walls, not Blood 
Of Bulls more ſure, Fate proſper this deſign, | 
And ViQiims Blood ſhall make your Altars ſhine, _ (Ex. 
Finis Anus Tertit. : bg 


uy 


ACT IV. SCENE L 


SCENE continues. Enter Barnagaſſo, Solus. 
Bar. TW F Death but ends Deſpair, why all this noiſe ? 
; Were it indeed to ceafe tobe, to leave 
This gawdy ſomething, be refolv*d to nough? 

Yet were it better thah unhappy lite. 
He, who enjoys a pleaſing Privacy, 
We count moſt Bleſt, becauſe he's at quiet there ? 
And what is quiet, but the next degree | 
To nought ? but one ſtep further, there's nothing. 
Nothing is quiet in Perfection. 
A voice /: Zaraida ſings our Elegies ! 
Pl! liſten to her Airs, but 1 ſhould not, 
For they're ſo ſweet, they'll draw me from my thoughts 


Of Death, and charm me back to Life again. 
He retires to one ſide of the Stage while this Song's ſung within. 
Sung by. Mr. Freeman. | 
Eaſe with ſoft Sleep your weary Eyes, 


Refreſh your Spirits till you ree, 
Wh Muſick ſhall your dreams ſurprize. 


[ Voice withip.. 
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To me your fatal Birth is due, 
Doow'd by that God you never knew. 
To aye on Seas, where you were To#t, 
And thrown on Sooty Atrick's Coa#t, 
Where falſ#ly you to Creatares pray, 
And leave that God, your Gods obey : 
Give not ſo ſoon to th hungry Grave, 
That Beauty he profuſely gave : 
"Tis brave to bear with Miſery, 
Break not his Laws,nor ſtrive to aye, 
Whez he ſees fit, hell ſet you free. 
Bar. How ſtrange her Fancy works ! What Fear ſuggeſts ? 
Death ſeems too dreadful to her tender years ! 
P1! bear me, to relieve her troubPd thoughts, [Exit. 


SCEN E Drawn, diſcovers Zaraida Aſleep on the Conch, 
her Mothers Ghoſt by her, Ghoſt. Deſcenas. 


Za. Stop not your Airs, bleſt Shade ! yet if you muſt, 
Go tell Gaalats, that we mult not Dye [Is her ſleep. 


Enter. Barnagaſſo to hey. 


Bar. What faſt Aſleep ! ſhe's gone to reſt Yinure 
Her thoughts to-Death ; How Beautiful ſhe lyes ![Coming forward 
And feeds each Sence with exquiſite delights ! 
Oh ſhe has a continu'd round of ſoys : 
Which ſharpen, not abate deſire ; Why Heaven ! 
Why was this ſweeteſt Beauty wretched made ? 
Oh ! that ſome pitying God would ſeal my Eyes 
With hers ! be both for ever, ever ſeal'd ! | 
How ſweet ſhe breaths ! PII catch the bleſt perfume, 
And with ſoft Kiſſes I'll awake my Fair. =[K/;ſfes her, ſhe ſtarts. 
Zar, Where! Where! my Barganaſſo, Where am I ? 
Bar. Oh you are in a tender Husbands Arms ! 
Zar. There hold me, till T have recover ſtrength, 
To tell you how I have labour'd in my Sleep. 
When | had left you full refoly'd on Death, 
My Sences frighted at the leap you meant, 
Here I retir'd, to eaſe my burden'd Mind, 
ExpeCting you ; Sleep ſcarce had-closd my Eyes, 
When a Pale Gholt appear'd, m Sung ſuch Airs, 
2 


( 29)- 
As both Inſftru&ed, and Delighted too.  - 
Bar. I heard a Voice,my Love;and thought *twas yours, 
Such Harmony 1s mn your Thoughts, and Words, 
That Muſick cames unfelt from both, in Dreams 
You Chant ſuch Airs, as Charm the Drow(y'ſt Dead. 
Zr. How could | Dream-of what I never thought ? 
My Soul was gone to relt, had left to think, 
Ev'n thought it ſelf was weary'd into ſleep; 
It was no. Dream caus'd by unſetI'd Thoughts, 
Eow could [ think of what I never knew ? 
My Lord; it was a Ghoſt, the unknown God. 
Forbids our deaths, you cannot, muſt not dye. 
Bar. That proves it but a Dream, the Child of Fear, 
You form'd the danger great, -for fuccour flew 
To Thoughts extravagantly wild and grols. 
Is there a God above our Glorious Sun * 
The mighty Veity now jealous grown, 
Checks the rude Queſtion; - Oliimy Zaraida ! - 
Let not our crimes-draw down more thunderbolts, 
And yet, forgiye me Heav'n! I wiſh we could : 
But be they Pack, as end at once, not Plagues 
That ling'ring, keep us cruelly alive ! 
Agr. What is it your deſpair would urge you to? 
Bar. T would ſecure my ſelf and you from ſhame: 
The luſtful King, back*d by the Cunning Prieſt, 
Prepares for Force ; Kow can you bear the thought of this? 
Zar. Oh never, never ! Tl ho only yours. 
Bar. -I know you'd dye &re think of change, but pow'r 
Too weakly anſwers to our will; his Slaves 
Are train'd to Rapes, perhaps I too muſt view 
The deed, if mortal eyes can bear what would 
Deprive the Sun himſelf of fight ; Oh Reav'ns ! 
If there be yet a way to fave my Love, 
Shew it me, point it out to my dark Soul, 
For Humane Wiſdom's at a loſs to help us. 
Zr. Truft Zeav'n, that ſure wilt guard my Innocence. 
Far. *Tis too preſumprious to lye down at eaſe, 
And leave the Gods to work our freedom out ; 
No: ler's employ the little time we have 
10 live, in ſearching after death ; for death's - 


By milſeries, op every ſide beficg'd.. . 
In vain I ſearch, no Nook, no Cranny 


No paſſage left unguardett to eſcape, but death. .. 


The only means can ſave us now ; inclos'd 


's found, 


Prepare, my faireſt i ove, for we-muft.dyez 


Oh that ſo ſweet a thing ſhould want 


a Name 


That's ſoft enough, expreſs how ſweet it is! 


Zzr. Pm ever your obedient Wife ;- but deatlt's 


So terrible, it ſhakes my heart, yer worſe, 


Much worſe *twould be to part ; How muſtwe dye * 
Rar. Some death that's quick, for'I expett with fear, 
Each moment, when they'll force thee from my Arms : 


Our Minutes are as dear as Mifer's Gold 3 
We have not time to ſtarve our Souls away, 


Kell will o retake us ere that's done ; but hold! 
Here's one ſays he's my Friend; it he ſpeak true, 


He'll not deny the Paſsport whuch I want. 


| Enter to them the General Barfiloas* | 
Gen. Forgive my abſeuce, which my place requir'd, 


Pve heard what cheats were usd in th'Oracle, 
And fearing the efiects of juſt deſpair ; 


I'm come to bid you think of Lite, 


ft Love ; 


In ſpite of Prieſts you ſhall be great again. 


Bar, IT Laugh co ee you ſhoot fo wide o'th* mark ; 
Yet if you mean by _— dying, to be great, 
can hinder that. 


I'm yours ; -no Prielt indee 


Gen, No,you {hall live ; bleſtboth with liberty and love. 


Bar. Perhaps my Father's heard my earneſt Pray'r, 


And ſends thee to point out a way to 
Speak, it I can have honourable Life, 


I muſt not dye, death would be a raſhneſs then, 


Much unbecoming Barnagaſſo's Soul. 


Gen. Know then, in Tomba, there's a:T. aw, preſerv'd 


IVE. 


Theſe many years by Sacred care, enroll & 


By the Firlt King e're wore the Imperial-Crown, 


By this, the General who ViRtorious comes 
From Foreign Wars, is Priviledg'd to Ask, 
What his extreameſt wiſhes prompt him-to, 


.Ev'n to the Crown has won. 


— 


Bar. Are 
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Bar. Are theſe your mighty hopes ? credulous Man ! 
Why didft thou found {0 ck a Charge to raiſe : 
My Spirits high with expeCtation vaſt ; 

Then ſink *em down, unable to ſuftain their weight ? 
Think thou a Law can:barhis hot deſires ? 
He, who can trample on Divine Commands, 
May ſafely break fuch:Mothy Bonds as theſe. 
Gen. Still has it been inviolable kept : 
With freſh repeated Oaths he Swore, to grant, 
What &re Ambition, with red Vi&try fluſhe, 
Could Ask, if T would Lead his Armys on. 
Bar. You Argue weaker till; fo lame his Oaths 
Obſery?d; he'd ſooner keep another Mans, 
Ger. But *tis his Intereft That will go far; 
He knows the Soldiers are at my Command, 
Prone to reſent my injuries, ;as their own ; _ 
What tho? he's amorous; he. loves his Crown 
Too well, to loſe it fora moments ſport. 
Bar. That argument F confeſs were ſtrong, 
For Fear works wonders, had he not ſuch helps, 
As ne're can fail to buoy his Spirits up, 
A States-man, burning Luſt, and a damn'd Prieſt, 
If he's a Coward ſpite of theſe, *tis ſtrange. | 
Oh! Pve conſider'd well whatever look'd 
The leaſt reſembling hope, and find go Ground 
To Anchor in, but Death, immediate Death. 

Gen, What ſhall I do to fave ſo brave a Man ? 

Bar. Give me a Sword, diſſwade me not from Death, 
When life's a burden grown, think not Pd dye, . 
If I could live as Farnagaſſo ſhould. 

If you're my Friend, as I can hardly doubt ; 
Relieve my wants, and charitably help 
Toend that Life, which I cannot preſerve. 

Gen. Defer it but a moment more, till I 
Can ſound the King, then if 1 fail,: tis tims 
Enough to dye, a minute'is not much, © - 

Bar. Should I let ſlip this moment Heav'n affords, 
Perhaps, why do 1 {cy perhaps? Pm ſure 
"Twill never, never come-again. © 

Zar. Nay now my Lord you're too unjuſt to me, 
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And to your ſelf, t6 fight'fo great a boon ;. 

Deſpair when there is room for Hope, is 'mean, 

And what is mean, can never enter here ; 

Death is unlawful, as you ſaid your felt, 

While life can honourably be preſerv'd ; 

Come we will joyn our Forces; and intreat 

A ſhort Reprieve, can you deny your Wife f.. ,- 
Gen. Can you deny your friend,” who begs you Live ? 
Zar. My 1 ord I'm not acquainted yer with death, 

Stay bur an hour, you wilt not leave me ſure. : 
Gey.. How can you need ſuch Courtſhip to your Life, 

And to a happy one, if Heav'n can make it ſo ? [ Pointing to her. 
Zar. We conquer, fee he yields ! he melts apace ! 
Bar. Do with me what-you pleaſe, but much I fear ; 
Zar, What my Lord ? | 


Bar, That weſhall live toCurſe this weaknegleQ[Ex.cum Zar. 
[The General at the other Door. 


SCENE Changes to the. Emperour's Apartment. 


| Enter the Emperour and Zanhaga. 
Em. Did he ſo haughtily reje& my Gift ? 
Zan. He bad me ſay he was prepar'd for Fate. 
Em. Then Fate ſhall be prepar'd for him ; or falle, 
Or true, the Oracle ſhall now take, place. 
Away repenting thoughts! Remorſe avaunt, 
Methinks I ſee his Soul already wing'd ; 
Bring me the Royal Bowl, Zg#haga, quick, 
FIl drink its happy Voyage through th'Air. . 
Zag. And 11! drink yours ; now, Fate thou'rt kind indeed. 
;  , *CExity qud Returns with Two Bowls. 
Em. This 'tis to be a King, and forttinate : © 
Were I Gaalata now, T1 wete to dy: . .* 
Zan, And were I either of you io were 1. [ Afide. 
Em. Come, give it me, Il drink this Health, tho death 
Were mixt inſeparably with the Draught. | [ Drinks. 
- Zan. That would not 7, tho? Heav'niſhould follow it, 
If Poyſon cauſes Death, he gueſſes well ; Ne Ate | 
However, there's no Robbery, he gets 4 Star, ide. | 
And This Crown, he's pleas'd, and ſo am 7. | | 
Em. Zanhaga, I forgot, you ſhould have drank of mine. 
; Zan. My . 
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Zan. My Lord, this Bowl is rich enevgh for me. : - - ; © 
How wondrous kind, hes / Now I amgreat— .. { Drinks. 
Gaalato, Tombu, are my. own ; * 

And all by Wit, by Politicks refin'd; 
Fow | could hug my felt ! .and how applaud [ Aſide. 
That brave ambition,.which. has, urg'd me on ! ho 


Emp. Come, my Zenhage, tis' not fit Death wait, . 
Love calls, upons,.me to deſtroy; this King, 


And reap from thence what Love, and Beauty bring. . 
As they are going out , the General enters and ftops *m. 
Ger. I beg. your Majeſty to hear my ſuit. 
Emp. What is it Parfiloa ? ſpeak, Tl hear. ,; 
Gey, *Tis in bebalJt ot,the whole Empire, of ; 
Your ſelf, to.pyniſh whom:the Gods would-change 
\The courſe vt Nature, rain cold Winter down 


A freezing Hell..on, ſcorching Africa, : 

If. Blood;.1o Innocent, be raſhly ſpilr. | 
Em. What tends it"that way then ? (Aſide) Speak I'm ia liaſt. 
Gen. T beg the gallant Priſner- may be. treed, M0 

And his fair Wite giy'n.to her Husbands arms. 

Emp. Why ask*ſt thou not” my Crown ? as well thou may'ſt, 
And ſooner ſhould ſucceed, proud infolence ! 
Dareſt thou oppoſe thy ſelf to me, 'and tieav'n, 

W ho has requir”d his Death, and Doom'd her mine? | 

Away, Tll hear no moreTuch fvuirs ; lead on. rtf 24 | 
Gen. My Lord, *tis"*what*vbr'taws allow. ; my ſelf - -- 

Who made *em Slaves, now beg they 'may be free. 0 _ 

Emp. "Thoſe Laws one King has made, another may Reyoke - 
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' Zanhaga, ſure this canhot be your Son / 

Zan, T know not if he be my Son; a few 
Hours more and he'ſhall' be my $lave.(4fae. ' 

Gen. You can't but know the forgeries of the Prieſt, [To the Emp. 
Bis curs'd abuſe of Sacred Rites inflames; _ ”: | 
All Africk with a Pious Rage ; if he 
Muſt dye; "twere better far, you tel] the World 
The true, che only cauſe.; fay he's the rub. : - 

To your hoc {ult: © 7 roclaim;1n 1,ombu's Streets, - 
Gealats dyes, thar you may act the Beaſt 

Securely with his Wife ;” this; would be great, 
Tho wicked, yet 'tis better than to skulk 
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Behind a poor pretence of Fates commands, 
Which you your ſelf have countenanc'd the Prieſt 
To forge; there is ſome Vertue in a bold 
Attempt, but a mean aQtion adds that ſin 
To Cruelty, and dwindles you to nothing ſtraight. 
Em. Oh Love! how poor a God art thou ! whoſe chains 
So much debaſe whom they SubjeQt, my Slave 
Sees in my Face my heart, and braves me now. 
Zan My Lord 'tis time Fates orders were obe,; *d, 
Emp. IT thank rhee, thou haſt rowz'd Revenge, and Love, 
My Thunder firſt ſhall cruſh this Prince, then you. 
Ger. *Tis not big words can fright your General, 
Fave you forgot ? ——Stay Sir, when firſt the War 
Broke out, when Gnalata all Revengeful flew, 
To right his injur*d Honour, and his L ove ?, 
Remember Sir what fears your Army ſeiz'd, 
Even you your ſelf, - 
Who now can Thunder, trembled then ; not Flags 
* By Winds more mov'd; you almoſt ſhook your Soul away. 
What had become of your -bravados then, 
Had I not undertook the deſp'rate charge ? 
-Kind Pray'rs, and tears were paid me then, 
I thought *em true, curſt fool! I did—T lead 
Your Troops, where T've unfortunately won, 
Conquer'd the-beſt of Men, have chain'd a God, 
For fach is 74##42aſſo to our World, 
And now to be deny'd the common right ; 
Is baſe, and I return ingrate to you. 
Emp. Audacious Villian ! hence! Blaſpheme no more 
With thy vile Tongue my Sacred Mazjelty ; 
But that thy Fathers Services now plead 
Aloud, my.. Royal Blood too, which thou ſharſt, 
For Mercy begs, thou Traytour hadſt been dead ; 
L oath too I am rimbrue my hands atreſh, 
In the ſame Purple Flood I ſpilt this day ; 
& thouſand things now force me texcule thee, 
The time calls on me for a nobler act,, | 
To glut in Blood of Kings, not Slaves ; yet ere _ | 
I go, to give taſpiring Soul ſome check; _ | | 
I ſpurn thee Traytour from my preſence thus. Exit cam 7ar. 
. Þ Maxet 
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. Gey. 1s that to check ; thou art it love indeed ? 
Have I for this.endur}d the Toyls of War, 

Left a Luxurious Courttar-a rough Camp ? - 
Forc'd my juſt heart to'fight for Luſt, my Sou! 
To {ſweat and drudge to. pamper kim tor Rapes * 
And am I ſpurn'd at laft for my Reward ? 

My lighted wounds gape in their Maſtcrs tace, 
Revenge, revenge, hy cry——Pll right my ſelf 
By force, my forming brain chalks out the way 
Which I muſt tread——halt then-e're 'tis too hte, 
To right thy ſelf, and to preveat his Fate. 


* Fins Aitus Quatti. 
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ACT V., SCENE L 


Enter the Emperour, Barnagaſſo cha;xd, Zaraida, Zanhaga, and 
Guards, Zaraida in disſbevelPd hair intreats the 'Ermperour. 


T7 ar. H ſpare him ! ſpare him ! ſpare my Husband's Life, 
| () His Blood can't make you Beautiful tome, 
' I will paint you worle than: horrid Monſters arc, 
Why. will you kill him chen'? O-cruelKing / » 
Is thac the way to Love ? becauſe he's mine, 
He dyes, how can 4 love his Murderer ? _ 
My Eyes are weak, they cannot look on Blood, 
That colour makes me weep: my Heart's-{o ſoft, 
Like our quick plant from a. rude royEln it Ayes, 
But kindly opens to the gentle hand ; 
More mercy, and lels Blood might ido muck mo: &; 
Oh. Id fay any thing to lave his Lite; 
Which I have brought to {ſuch a ſhameful Death ; [ Aſide. 
Qh could we now but dye with-Honour, I were bleſ? *> 
Par. Forgive 
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Bar. Forgive me love, if I reproach thee now, 
My Friend -too who diflwaded me from Death, 
See what your pray'rs have done, I was unjuſt 
When I would end this miferable Lite ;© - 
Oh my Prophetic fears are true ! *rwas ance +» 
My own to dye, the happy minute fled _, . 
Unheeded by, the {lighted Friend will nt're retarn. 


Now lead me where you pleaſe, to death, which ne're - 


Can come too ſoon to a wife'man ; lead on. 

Zr. Why haſt you ſo my Lord ? Death is not flow 
To come, can you leave me for death ? 

Emp. "fy | ove admits of no Way, fpeak Fair, 
Accept my flame, and he ſhall ive, hve great ; 
But for your ſelf, good Gods ! the Earth ſhall groan, 
'. 11;ons of Slaves ſhall ſweat ir her rxch veins, 
Slaves who are born, and dye in Golden Mines ; 
Their e'ry ſtroke (Lall cleave an Empire forth, 
The rough form'd '- aſs ſhall looſe it's cloſe embrace, 
The Embryo Gold ſhall from the Womb be torn, 
And ſhall by curious art be form'd a new, 

By prayrs, or force, 1 will enjoy your charms. 
ar. Vain Promiſes! you ask 1o high a price, 
ihe Univrerſe's no worth what I mult give. 

Bar, <pare all thy tears, 7 aratda ſpare thy ſighs, 
| My life's not worth the Ranſom he requires. 

Ta. On crici ing are you a Man, yet bear 
Unmov d what bent the ſtormy Winds and Seas ? 
My face alone could calm their Rage; but now 
Nor that, nor tears, nor ſighs, can-move your Breaſt. 
My voice has loſt it's [weetneſs now, Oh call 
'The'Winds and Warcs, call them not cruel now, 
No more be they accurſt, for they were kind, 
Much kinder than the curſed Monſter Man. 

Ezz. *l is you are cruel now, curi: on't ! 1 could 
Force her I ove, but then I've impertect joy. 

. Have you thought ? 

{ar. Yes 1 have thought. 

Emp. And what 1s the reſult ? 

Zar, 1 hat if one crime can fiak a Soul to Hell, 
Where will thy World of Murders hurry thee ? 

| F 2 | 
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Emp. To Heav'n poor fool, where ſhould oreat © : 
Aar. What for Murder? | id great Jawoas go. 
Emp. Ask thy ſelf that ; if common Murder ſinks, 
Where muſt thou gozwhoſe hands are dipp'd 
In a _ pe Blood ? | 
Bar. Why doft thou ſport Almighty juſtice thus ? 
Think'ſt thou ft epafions nick Heav'a? _-. 
Emp. if they weigh here, I look no further. [ Aſide. 
_ How can you call me cruel ? yet endure | 
Your Husbands limbs by drawing Engines tretclrd, 
His Veins drawn fine as ſilken wefts ; | 
His Blood inflamed by journeyuygWpon, now finds. 
- A longer courſe renew'd, and now it's dams 
Broke down, irregularly runs, forc'd up 
To the laſt limits of that little world, 
[t under dyes the white with ſcarlet ſtreakes ; 
The ſnowy Corps bluſhes at.the diſgrace ; 
Can you bear this without. reluctancy / 
Zar. Oh do you know ſo well the pains otlr rack, 
And yet can cruelly defign lim there 
Emp. And now he curſes Heav'n, that made. him young, 
For life in youth is riverted more cloſe SET 
To the inwrapping Flelh. 
Now he roars loud with more than Lyons rage, 
And now he Pings his Body forward on : 
The rack, provoking Death, who bears his taunts, 
And {ervilely attends my nod, O lite / 
Wretched indeed, when Death, ſo terrible 
To Humane thoughts, is languiſh'd for : 
Bar. Were it yet more wretched, I-have a Soul 
To bear it all, ceaſe then to threat, and do. 
Emp. 1he burning Veſſel now boyls o're, he foams, 
And froths at mouth, he ſtruggles with the choaking ſtench: ; 
His Eye-balls ftrain'd crack their ſuſpending threads, 
And from their ſplinter'd jaggy roots a deluge flows, 
Nature quite tird with paſſion, raves no more ; 
Yet {till the Body huggs th? unwilling Soul, 
In fond Zmbraces locks the Spirit fait, 
/Thiriting for Separation ; Can you be 
Yer unmov'd at rhis deſcription ? Alas * X 
| Ou 
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- Your Body, that we may together dye. 
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Youlittle know the thouſand pains he bears. 

Zar. O Gualata ! Now I feel, I fear for you, 
My Female-Courage trembles at the thoughts ; 
Yet I'll not ſhrink a jot from Virtues Rules, 

Nor give this Beauty to that Tyrants Arms, © 
Tho at my firſt Embrace, thy pains ſhould teaſe. 

Bar. Where are ye Gods if the loud: fall of rwo 
Such mighty wrecking Orbs can't rouzeyour ſouls ? 

Awake, nor let a Mortal brave ye thus. 

Em. Think, Can you bear to ſee him piece-meal torn ? 
His angry fleſh wrench'd from ti? unwilling bones ? 
His Bowels ript, while Life yet ſhivers there ? 

His big heart, dancing in a Sea of Blood, 
Shall ar{t be maſh'd, then thrown into his Face. 
Zar, T cannot think it, thought ſtartles at it. 
Em, VI! aid your barren Imagination ;*-, 
T1l lead you,where your eyes ſhall ſtraight behold 
Thar horrour, which your lagging fancy coyld not reach. 

Zar. Hold !hold ! thoall your arts can't-make me yield, 
Pve heard enough to dye ! farewell ! [ Swo0ns. 

Bay. "That thou wert dead indeed ! there all my tears 
Would end ; the weary Soul retires for cg(c. 

Em. By Heav'ns a lucky opportunity: ! 

Bear her to the Royal Bed, and him to Deatli. 
Bar. Ohſtay ! nopow'r ſhall force me hence, till ſhe 
Revive, Zaraids / Curſe on my weak Yoice ! 
Why was't not loud as Whirl-winds, Tempeſts roar ? 
Oh that my Chains could ring a loud alarm. 
To wake the fleeping Gods and her! Where Father/where: 
Oh that my Teeth, my Nails could ſtraitway dig 
Quite through this Globe, to find the wand'ring God ! 
What fþall I do to fave her from his Luſt? 
[11 wake, or cruſh her Soul out with my weight. [Raſhes upon her. 

Zar. Oh Barnagaſſo! Am I once more here / 

Thus let my Kiſſes breath my Zoul into SV ating, gets be- 
tween his Arms. 

Far. Oh Loye! nor Hell, nor Heav'a ſhall part us now. 

Emp. Then Earth ſhall ; Guards force her trom him, or.Racks. 
Unheard of be your Fate— uabind him firſt; [| He ftrugples. 
Then force her from her hold, »« * wr 
, 488. 
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As they unbina. him, he. ſaathes aSword, ard holds ber in 
To has left hand. | 
Bar.' Now I am, looſzzino Power ſhall bind my Hands again. 
Em. Curſe on my Dailiance, it has ruin'd all! I 
Bar. See King,-MF Fate is:now my. own; but E!-_ 
Will live, live to vevenge' myſelf, by Heav'ns/ 
”['is ominous, 'tis the firttame:F ve graſp'd 
A Manly Sword this day, this age of Slavery. | 
7 2. This comes of flipping, when occafion ſerves, 
How cre Pm ſareof lym;.cho'tother lives; .. 5 [[Aſears}:. 
Em. See how amazd. tie Cowards:look:! 'ſeizcthim. 
B27. Come on, I ſhall at:teaft dye.nobly now, 
E:2. Whas Noiſe iSthat ?*[{Noiſe withon 
4 be ©3677 | - > Lp 
; Enter Officer in haft, 
07. Fly, Sacretl Sir preſerve your Lift ;*/ 
'The General enrmagd'#t his Repulle,;" 7-7 
Has, with a Rebells Puty, forc'd our Gates,« ! | 
None dare oppoſe ; my {elf but hardly ſcap'd 
$ he rolling Flood, to warn-you of the War. 
rar. Oh my brave Frignd ! How have I wrong*dthy honeſty” 
Fm. Tn vain is Flight ; I'muſt faſtzn the-fhock, | 


Fnmter Parkiloa,.: &c.. © 
 Gez. Fall on, fall. on; T have not time to Embrace 
Thee now, anon I ſhall; let us diſpatch. 
Bar. Come, Love, infpire my Hearr, while T engage 


F 


This Emperour ! ctuel; and Coward' too 7 


They Fight, beat the Emperor off, and clear the Stage., 


Re-Enter the Ermperour, Zauhaga, and 2 Guards;as in Flight. 


Em. Ha | they have play'd me foul ; I feel, beſides. 
My Wounds, a Murdering Enemy within : | 
The boyling Caldron roars, barb d irons "ins 
My tender & part ; bear me to th Briny-Flood, 
 There'ler me plunge this Flaxgnd'aper down ; 
Wade through the dark Abyis toquench my Blaze. 
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Zan, Help meto.bear him yp., THI 
Em. Wide, wide Earth ! burit.ope thy chilling womb! 
In thy cold Cifterns let me bathe my Fhme; 
Build me a Throne in Aquiluzdg's Pogl;;, 
Turn here the Zatra's courſe, Tll.gape, awide, —, 
Through me it's Channel lyes; it thallcomeftorth ©: ; 
Sw1tt liquid Flame, painted wich my Hearts-blod. 
Zan. Truſt me, I weep to ſee my Maſter thus. 
Em. That I could cleave to Hell ! dig in rich Mines. 
Ot Winter ! I'd feed on Cakes. of Ice. . 
The Subterranean Field ſkould:hifs, ſhould flame, 
Kv'n Snow ſhould burn; fo catching is my Plague ! 
OF! PI! to Hell , the happyeſt Heaven 1s Hell. 
Zan, How cold he feels : Emp. I haye my wiſh. freeze. 
But here Zaraida comes, *{t not a word ; | 
She takes me for her Lord ; Who ist-daxes holdme ? 
Barnagaſſo here ! Dye fond Fool. * » | Stabs Tag, 
Now i'm King again.” let Trumpets found! | 
For Mighty Jamoan, Great Tombs, Lives. 
Ha ! What haſt thou done! Kill d thy beſt Friends: 
Zan, Mourn not, for I've been be!orc-hand with vou : 
Know, *twas I Poyſon'd you to gain your Crown : * 
L Brib'd the Prieſt, to give the Pris'ner Death, 
That 1 might wear a '['riple, Diadem. 
1 can't repent, were 1t to do again, 
And the Temptztion halt ſo fair, Pd do't. 
Make got you cannot Uve, 
PIl wait rhee at, the Portal. - ,; '.. .. [ Dyes. 
Emp. 1 ſhall o'rtake thee cre ti;ou fiy'ſt to far ; 
Cursd Zanhaza ! my Blood will weigh thee duwn : 
Oh--Love ! prepare my Starry 'T hrone ; ; 
My Soul is wing'd, and as my Body finks, ſhe mounts. [Dyes 
Eater Barnagaſſo, the General, Zaraida, cc. 

Bar. This way tlraſtoniſh'd King retir'd; behold [Seezzo thee; 
Triumphant Death ! tow. were theſe murders done-? 
Oi. The King was Poyſon'd, as' Zazhagg, c're 
His Death Contels'd, by him, he too had brib'd 
The Prieſt to {peak your Fate yrhe' King depriv'd 
Of Reaſon, by the Operating Draught, 
- Miſtaking him for you, deltfoy'd him. 
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Bar. They 
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(49) 
Bar. They ſhould have fall'a by me alone, but 1 


- Submit to th? Will of Heav'n, take hence the Dead. 4 Guards # ke 
them off. 


I cannot, muſt not pity *em, and *tis 
Not in my Nature to Inſult, to you 
W ho with your timely aid maintain'd what ] 
Begun, I give my Thanks in this Embrace, 
And, as the next of Blood, ſalute you Tomba's King. 
Ger: "Tis in your Love I glory more, than in 
My Crown, which ſo ignobly does deſcend ; 
My Fathers crimes have made me great ; I fought 
Not to be King, but to relieve ſo brave 
A Man, to be your Friend, I've not deſery'd 
That Name, yet TH aſlume it thus. Embraces Pat. 
Zar. *T were vain to offer at a payment of 
Our debts to Heav'n, which had reduc'd us to 
The yorſt Extreams, and ſnatcht us thence to joys 
Unthought of, unexpected bliſs ; 'Heav'n has 
Appear'd {o partial for our good, that *twere 
A Sin to doubt its further care ; ev'n our - 
Misfortunes ſeem but the kind Fryals of 
A pious mind, our grief, a purging flame ; 
And now all Innocent we'll live, moſt bleft. 
Bar. Moſt bleſt indeed in my Zaraida's Love, \ F mbraceing her, 
What-wonders were for our Deliv*rance wrought! 
Let none hereafter at misfortunes pine, 
Let none deſpair, that hear our ſtory told ; 
Let each unhappy Man his Miſery 
With patience bear, for Heav'n at laſt will ſet him Free. 
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